YBRMA: Don't run on the cobblestones.
MAR!A: Good-bye.
[She kisses her and leaves.\
YERMA: Come back soon.
[YERMA is in the same attitude as at the beginning of the scene. She
takes her scissors and starts to cut. VICTOR enters.]
Hello, Victor.
VICTOR [he is deep-looking and has a fam gravity about him]: Where's
Juan?
YERMA: Out in the fields.
VICTOR: What's that you're sewing?
YERMA: I'm cutting some diapers.
VICTOR [smiling]: Well, now!
YERMA [laughs]: I'm going to border them with lace.
VICTOR: If it's a girl, you give her your name.
YERMA [trembling]: How's that?
VICTOR: I'm happy for you,
YERMA [almost choking]: No.. .they aren't for me. They're for
Maria's child.
VICTOR: Well then, let's see if her example will encourage you. This
house needs a child in it.
YERMA [with anguish]: Needs one!
VICTOR: Well, get along with it. Tell your husband to think less
about his work. He wants to make money and he will, but who's he
going to leave it to when he dies? I'm going out with my sheep.
Tell Juan to take out the two he bought from me, and about this
other thing - try harder!
[He leaves, smiling.]
YERMA [passionately]: That's it! Try... !
I shall say to you, child, yes,
for you I'll torn and broken be.
How painful is this belly now,
where first you shall be cradled!
When, child, when will you come to me?
[YERMA, who has risen thoughtfully, goes to the place where VICTOR
105